My next door neighbour is called Clara. Most forbidding when 
only neard. Rather cordial on acquaintance. She is a large lady 
with a dog. This lady chastises the dog two or three times a 
day and the dog snarls at the lady and the lady screams at the 
dog and tne dog growls at the Lady and the lady beats it some 
more and the dog whimpers and whines. I have tried plugging my 
ears but it does no good. In altercation with the dog, Clara 
has a tongue like a buzz saw grating on iron nails. The dog is 
called Ernest. 


When they're out in the street the dog hurtles along at a 
furious pace, making Clara gallop and plunge at the other end 
of the leash. Even in the open she assails the poor brute with 
all sorts of scurrilous invective. I think it must be what they 
call a love/nate relationship. It appears there are a good 
number of such relationships hereabouts. A Mrs Skinner on the 
groundfloor waylays me frequently to ask if I knew that one 
time her husband broke her jaw and another time ner nose. 


There are other unsettling noises. There's the newspaper van 
with the loud hailer. Every day at noon it creeps round these 
streets sputtering out tne headlines: TWO DI£ IN GASSING 
TRAGEDY: FULL STORY AND PICTURES. Ail my neighbours rush out to 
buy copies. 


I am not saying I never make noise myself. 


The other day when I was chopping up some firewood Alisdair 
from downstairs came to tell me tnat nis mother nad a headache 
and would I give up nammering on the floor. Alisdair nad a 
transistor radio wito him. It was the screeching of the 
transistor that made me aware of nis presence. Alisdair must be 
about 14 years old. I tried to explain what I was doing and now 
tae offending noise would not be of long duration. But Alisdair 
just glared at me sourly, shouted the command in a louder 
voice, and beat a hasty retreat. 


More than likely ne thought I had designs on aim for a quick 
spot of lechery, on the cheap. I know that rent-boy look ne 
gave me. 


I may say Alisdair is sufficiently debauched without any help 
from me. His Mummy and Daddy are experts, and they've tutored 
him well. Strange men mean only one thing to Alisdair: bad men 
after nis arse. He imbibed it from the cradle and grew up 
anxious. One meets it everywhere, in the most unlikely 
characters, in this town, a Sodom and Gomorrah of the mind. Lot 
forever rushing to bolt tne door. Alisdair is innocent, but 
it's a kind of sour and prurient innocence, a kind of street- 
wise imbecility. 


Dad is a security man guarding money in transit. Mum used to 
work in tne District Court Fines Department. These days she 
lives in a TV trance from the crack of dawn till the middle of 
the nignt. In the evenings Dad and Alisdair plug in along with 
her. They like it nice and loud. The tremors from their set at 
full blast knock slates off the roof. 


I imagine poor Alisdair was a telly addict before he was even 
half gestated. He has powerful ambitions which can be traced 
straignt back to tne tube. He wants to be a policeman OL, 
failing tnat, a brain surgeon. One way or another somebody is 
going to pay. Perish the day I run into him in eitner capacity. 


Unlike Alisdair's mother, I am in no position to tell anybody 
to stop doing anytning. I only squat here. But strange to say, 
I get the feeling I am resented less than the former bona-fide 
occupier of this well appointed habitation. 


